cued,  and  finished by the pen  of one of the
family.

It was Fenimore Cooper's happiness to be
blessed with a family whose greatest pleasure
was to supply his every needed comfort; and
one of his daughters was ever a companion in
his pursuits, the wise and willing writer of his
letters and dictations, and the most loving, never-
tiring nurse of his latter days. Of these last
months there is a pretty child-record by a friend
who, " entering without notice," one day saw
Mr. Cooper " lying at full length on the parlor
floor, with a basket of cherries by his side.
Upon his chest, vainly trying to bestride the
portly form, sat his little grandson, to whom he
passed cherries, and who, in turn, with childish
glee, was dropping them, one by one, into his
grandfather's mouth. The smiles that played
over the features of child and man during this
sweet and gentle dalliance were something not
easily forgotten. A few months after this both
child and man had passed beyond ' the smiling';
aye, and ' the weeping,' too."

Letters from Cooperstown led Dr. Francis to
go there August 27,  1851, to see his esteemed
friend in his own home.    And of Cooper the
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